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' You are quite right/ I replied ; 4 T desire nothing better
fchan to live always so.'

*Inns are indeed wretched things,1 said the old mother.
' How extravagantly they charge for what costs them in a
manner nothing!'

Wine was now produced. The manager filled a cup and
handed it to me. I was just going to observe that I drank
only water, when Sugar-pinm, first touching it with her lips,
placed it in my hand, and, pledging them all, I drank it
of.

' You are eating rough fare,' said the old mother; * but
you are welcome.'

' I never enjoyed anything so much in my life,* I truly
replied. * How I envy you all the happy life you lead !'

' Before you style it happy you should have experienced
it,' remarked Frederick.

' What you say is in part true ; but if a person have ima-
gination, experience appears to me of little use, since both
are means by which we ca/n equally arrive at knowledge.'

11 know nothing about imagination,' said the young man;
* but what I know I owe to experience. It may not have
taught me as much as imagination has taught you.'

* Experience is everything,' said the old mother, shaking
her head.

* It sometimes costs dear,' said the manager.

' Terrible, terrible/ observed the droll, with a most sad
and solemn shake of the head, and lifting up his hands. I
burst into a fit of laughter, and poured down another
draught of wine.

Conversation now became more brisk, and I took more
than my share of it; but I being new, they all wished me
to talk. I got very much excited by my elocution, as well
as by the wine. I discoursed upon acting, which I pro-
nounced to be one of the first and finest of arts, I treated
this subject* indeed, deeply, and in a spirit of flesthe-